The Safety Catch
New Forest. On this beautiful September morning of nineteen
thirty-eight, the golden glow of the sunshine lay on the bracken
and the grass, gleamed happily on the pools that brighten the
Common, gilded the leaves and boles of the trees, and lit the ex-
panse of greens inviting Mr. Grindrod's leisured glance as it passed
through the spaces between the trees, and lay over and again on the
slowly-moving misty horizon. It was, thought Mr. Grindrod, a
heavenly morning and a heavenly place. Pearls and cobwebs, and
silver and gold, and blue haze were in it; a delicious awareness of
invisible London, with its bustle of business, its domes, temples and
theatres was in it; cigarettes and tea and home were in it; and life
and love and promise and gladness to be oneself were in it. Mr.
Grindrod gave himself a shake of inward joy, chuckled, waved a
free hand at the bright world, whistled a stave, thanked God for
such vague but all-pervasive blessing and depressed the accelerator
so that the taxi began to buzz along with a vitality more in keeping
with the morning and the gladness of Mr. Grindrod's heart.
Immediately there was a tapping on the glass behind him. "Not
so fast, please, Grindrod,*' said a fat comfortable voice that suggested
gold signet rings, cigars and turtle soup. Mr. Grindrod raised his
foot by an obedient fraction of an inch, and the taxi relaxed to its
former slow pace. The fat comfortable voice belonged to an old
gentleman deeply ensconced in the back seat. Warm September
morning though it was, a rug protected his legs from any stray
draughts that might have slipped out of their place in the calendar
and blown a breath of November into a moving taxi. On his head
was a bowler set at a jaunty angle, and he cultivated in beard and
moustache, both snowy white, a resemblance to the late King
Edward VII. Though he was out for a pleasant drive, his hands
rested on the crook of a stout walking-stick. This was Mr. Archi-
medes Drumme, that regular client of Mr. Grindrod's, for whom
he called every day at eleven, and took for his morning drive. Only
his father, an eminent though eccentric chemist, had ever called him
Archimedes. His sister Eleanor, who kept house for him, called him
Archibald, in life-long protest against her father's eccentricity. The
household staff, led by the gardener, who had been with the family
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